"s. HUROK PRESENTS"

But the wiry little dark-skinned man with the aquiline nose
greeted me with a childlike trust, his thin lips parted in a happy
smile which showed a row of small, even, white teeth. In his tight-
fitting Paris suit, his long, black, very kinky and thickly greased
hair brushed forward to hide his unglamorous bald spot, he looked
more like an Arab peddler of linen napkins who used to wheedle
Emma outside our hotel in Paris than like the world's greatest
male dancer.

We established him and his entourage at the decorous Hotel
Barbizon-Plaza. Within an hour the trim suite with its sleek
modern furniture was a shambles.

Escudero was hungry and called for food. When it came he
sat down at the table, but he disdained knife, fork or napkin,
using his fingers quickly and efficiently. At the same time Carmita
scurried around, unpacking. Her method was to pull everything
out of a suitcase and toss it on the bed, the chair, often enough
the floor. Petticoats and stockings somehow got on the table,
where they mingled cosily with Escudero's dinner. He did not
mind.

Throughout, he chattered in a steady stream of Spanish. The
Mexican painter, Miguel Covamibias and his wife, Rose, had
come to meet Escudero, whom they had known in Paris, and
Miguel translated what was translatable. His talk was an imagina-
tive series of anatomical and bathroom references combined with
allusions to a variety of incestuous relationships.

Once I thoughtlessly dropped my hat on his bed. He leaped
across the room, one hand clutching half a broiled chicken, and
with the other unceremoniously swept my Homburg onto the
floor, while he muttered the direst predictions of doom to come
as a result of my ignorance.

In preparation for his arrival, we had stirred up the Vogue,
Vanity Fair and Harper's Bazaar set, who knew of him in Paris
and had taken him up as a chic enthusiasm. Now we arranged to
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